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III. SONNET
Of Love in Men and Devils

THE man who feels not, more or less, somewhat
Of love in all the years his life goes round
Should be denied a grave in holy ground

Except with usurers who will bate" no groat ;        ^

Nor he himself should count himself a jot

Less wretched than the meanest beggar found.
Also the man who in Love's robe is"gown'd

May say that Fortune smiles upon his lot.

Seeing how love has such nobility
That if it entered in the lord of Hell

'Twould rule him more than his fire's ancient sting ;

He should be glorified to eternity,

And all his life be always glad* and well
As is a wanton woman in the spring.

IV. SONNET
Of Love, in honour of his Mistress Becchina

WHATEVER good is naturally done
Is born of Love as fruit is born of flower :
By Love all good is brought to its full power :
Yea, Love does more than this ; for he finds none
So coarse but from his touch some grace is won,
And the poor wretch is altered in an hour.
So let it be decreed that Death devour
The beast who says that Love !s a thing to shun.
A man 5s just worth the good that he can hold,
And where no love is found, no good is there ;

On that there 's nothing that I would not stake.
So now, my Sonnet, go as you are told

To lovers and their sweethearts everywhere,-
And say I made you for Becchina's sake.